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opposition and in the teeth of heavy machine-gun fire at its
outset it was carried out without loss to either personnel or
material, and every gun was withdrawn by concealed approaches
and with irreproachable discipline to the line to which the
Infantry had retired with some disorder, and which was now
held firm by a few New Zealand marksmen." This truth stood
the test of critical examinations, as is evidenced by the generous
award of decorations and medals among the men of my command.

By dawn on the 15th I had a good line. To this returned my
Signallers Noblett and Bailey, both awarded with the D.C.M.
On the morning of the i5th I called for a volunteer from among
my Mounted Orderlies to reconnoitre the whole position.
Driver McKay, riding my big black horse, " Old Bill,9* fleet of
foot and a magnificent jumper, rode the whole length of the line
under a hail of fire for three miles along the front of our posts,
while I, observing him, noted his trail upon my map, and thus
was able to mark the whole of our front. As he rode past the
front of the ist Queen's, the men rose from the little trenches
which they had dug and cheered him to the echo. Another
D.G.M.

Towards the end of the action on the i8th when our line was
firmly established, and French troops were appearing as reinforce-
ment, I went out with my Adjutant to make a further recon-
naissance. As we were returning to my headquarters, the enemy
placed a barrage of gas shells all around us. We were riding
bicycles and breathing heavily.

Though over and over again we had conducted gas-helmet
instructions, neither Harrison nor I had ourselves experimented
with this clumsy apparatus. It was minutes before we could get
the masks over our faces, and already our lungs were filled with
gas. Too many minutes. A little white dog beside the bicycles
coughed itself to death at our feet. We staggered a few yards
to a building, and found it to be an artillery headquarters.
There we collapsed on the floor.

I do not remember anything until I discovered myself still
lying on the floor, sometime at night in pitch darkness, with the
sound of heavy rifle-fire close beside me. Harrison and I got up
and spent the remainder of the night wandering over the fields
near Fletre. My throat was raw, my lungs wheezed horribly,
and my head buzzed. I had no clear recollection of anything,
except a most vivid dream, or was it reality ? That I did not
know.